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Apt to every need,

Whether he climb tall tree-stems of a hundred feet,

Or sway on the shuddering shoulder of a long bough.

Before him, the dark gullies of unfathomable streams;

Behind, the silent hollows of the lonely hills.

Twigs and tendrils are his rocking-chairs,

On rung? of rotting wood he trips

Up perilous places; sometimes, leap after leap,

Like lightning flits through the woods.

Sometimes he saunters with a sad, forsaken air;

Then suddenly peeps round

Beaming with satisfaction. Up he springs,

Leaps and prances, whoops, and scampers on his way.

Up diffs he scrambles, up pointed rocks,

Dances on shale that shifts or twigs that snap,

Suddenly swerves and lightly passes....

Oh, what tongue could unravel

The tale of all his tricks?

Alas, one trait

With the human tribe he shares; their sweets his sweet,

Their bitter is his bitter. Off sugar from the vat

Or brewer's dregs he loves to sup.

So men put whie where he will pass.

How he races to the bowl!

How nimbly licks and swills!

Now he staggers, feels dazed and foolish,

Darkness falls upon his eyes------

He sleeps and knows no more.

Up steal the trappers, catch him by the mane,

Then to a string or ribbon tie him, lead him home;

Tether him in die stable or lock him into the yard;

Where faces all day long

Gaze, gape, gasp at him, and will not go away.

ARTHUR WALEY.

(Chinese Poems.)
. (b) The Autumn Wind
By the Emperor Wu-ti (157-87 B.C.)
The wind of autumn rages, white douds race,
Trees and grasses wither, geese fly south apace.
Yet orchids bloom and sweet chrysanthemum
To call to mind my love; I cannot find relief.